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which lay the half-eaten carcass of a horse, with a solitary
vulture perched on it. The great bird, gorged so that he could
only rise a few inches off the ground, scuttled away, aiding its
legs with the beating of its magnificently spreading wings.
Shivering we stopped to open rucksacks and take out warm
sweaters and scarves, for the edge of the wind was keen: then
on, over more snow-beds for some little distance, till we sud-
denly became aware that the streams had begun to flow the
other way. It was the top : we were astride the Himalaya, but
we could not quite agree upon the exact point of the divide.
Where the snow had melted, skeletons of animals had been
uncovered, calling up images of some old slave-route in the
Sahara. Though such a low pass (11,300 feet) and a simple walk
under summer conditions, the Zoji is one of the most murderous,
accounting for a number of animal lives, and human lives too,
levying its deadly toll by means of sudden avalanches, or en-
gulfing its victims in bottomless drifts.

In the winter months, though trade is quiet, a number of
Turkoman Hadjis, or pilgrims bound for Mecca, come from
Yarkand to Leh by the Karakoram pass on their way to India.
They are a happy-go-lucky lot and frequently get stranded in
bad weather, at the cost of frostbitten fingers or toes, which are
in due course amputated by local practitioners or, if they are
lucky, by an English lady doctor who works devotedly in one
of the Indus villages. Then, disdaining prudent counsels of
delay, the Hadjis push towards the Zoji, their minds possessed
by the sole thought of reaching the sacred goaj and assured of
a crown of glory if they should fall by the wayside. The in-
Habitants of the villages just north of the pass, though nomin-
ally co-religionists, exploit the pilgrims unmercifully, withhold-
ing their help in crossing the pass until the travellers have
consumed all their food, and then reprovisioning them at an
exorbitant charge. Finally, having bled them white, they help
them down to safety on the Kashmir side.

Four miles beyond the pass stands a rest-house called Machoi
and some way short of it there is a small cabin connected with
the telegraph, in a flat alp where several glacier streams meet;
it is a delightful place for a camp and would make an excellent
centre for a climbing holiday. The grass cropped short by
sheep is silver-grey with tiny edelweiss. It is said that the
shepherds who frequent these pastures are given to pilfering,